THE PROBLEMS OF POWER
Mussolini, different though he looks in
uniform, was the same man as far as concerned
his mental outlook. Since the noise in the square
and the sense of expectancy- made a continuance
of our ordinary conversation impossible, I began
to talk to him about Abyssinia.
"But I must be going,0 I said suddenly,
pulling myself up. "You will have to make a
speech in a moment/'
"Go on with what you were saying," he
replied, and we walked to and fro in the room
until an officer came to inquire whether the
windows on the balcony should be thrown open.
Mussolini put on his cap, told me to watch from
the adjoining window, and to come back to him
when the demonstration was concluded. He had
not a minute left in which to think over the
speech he was about to make. When, in response
to the reiterated clamour from the crowd, he
stepped forth on to the veranda, I noted in his
profile the paternal, contented expression which
he exhibits when he is talking of constructive
work. As he looked for a moment upon the
throng beneath he resembled a playwright who
comes into a theatre and finds the actors
impatiently waiting for him to superintend the
rehearsal.
Suddenly, at a sign from him, the noise in the
118